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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

we were two dayes old atfea , aPirat of ve;y warlike appoint- 
ment gave us chafe.Findingour felves too flow offrile, weputon; 
a compelled valour, and in the grapple I boarded them : in the in- 
ftant they got cleere of our fliip, fo I alone became their prifoner. 
They have dealt with me like theeves of mercy , but they knew 
what they did ; Iamtedoa ttirnefor them. Let theKing have the 
Letters I have Tent, and repaire thou to me with as much ipeed as 
thou wouldft flye death. I have words to fpeake in thine eare will 
make thee dumbe, yet ate they much too light for the bord of the 
matter, thefe good-fellowes will bring thee where I am, Rofen. 
crates and Gnjldenfterne hold their courfe for EnglandfK them I 
have much to tell thee. Farewell. 

So that thou knowefi thine, 
r - Hamlet. 

Hora Come, I will make you way for thefe your Letters, 

And doe’t the Ipeedier that you’may diredl me- ■ 

To him from whom you brought them . Exeunt. 

Enter King and Laertes. • 

King. Now muft your confidence my acquittance leaie, 

And you muft put me in your heart for friend, -.'S'" 
Stth you have heard, and with a knowingeare, .d • 

That he which hath your noble father flaine 
Purfued my life. > • r.v-o • 

Laer. It well appeals ; but tell me. 

Why you proceed not againft thefe feates :■ irbi .v - < <■ 

So criminal! and capitall ih nature,. ". \.-A 

As by your fafety^reatneflejVvilHomejall things elfe, • 

You mainly were flirt d up. 

King. O for two ipeciall reafons, 
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Which may to you perhaps feem much unfinnow'd, "^ 
But yet to me tha’re ftrong ; the Queen his mother - ' 
Lives almoft by his lookes,and for my ielfe. 

My vertue or my plague, be it either which. 

She is lo conclive to my life and ioule, r, . 

That.as the ftarre moves not but in his Sphere, 

I could not but by her : the other motive 
Why to a publike count I might not goe. 

Is the great love the generall gender beare him. 
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(prince of Denrmrke. ‘ 

yyho dipping all his faults in their affedHon, 

Workelike the Spring that ttirneth wood toftone, 

Convert his gyves to graces, fo that my arrowes 
Too flightly timbered for fo loved armes, 

Would have reverted to my bow againe. 

But not where I have aim’d them. 

laer. And fo I have a noble father loft, 

A filler driven into delperate tearmes. 

Whole worth, if praifes may goe backe again. 

Stood challenger on mount of all the age 
For her perfections: but my revenge will come. 

King- Breake not your fleeps for that, you muft not thinke 
That we are made of ftuffe fo flat and dull. 

That we can let our beards be fliooke with danger, 

.And thinke it paftime : you fhortly fihall heare more. 

I lov'd your father, and we love our Ielfe, 

And that I hope willteach you to imagine. 

Enter a Afejjenger with Letters. 

Mejf. Thefe to your Majefty,this to the Queen. 

King. From Hamlet ? who brought them ? 

Mejf. Sailers my Lord they lay, I faw them not, 

They were given me by (fl audio, he received them 
Ofhim that brought them. 

King. Laertes you fhall heare them : leave us. 

Highand mighty, you {hall know lam fetnaked on your King- 
dome : to morrow ("Hall I beg leave to fee your Kingly eyes, when 
I fhall (firft asking you pardon) thereunto recount the occafion of 
iuy fudden returne. 

King. What fhould this meane ? are all the reft come backe? 

Or is it (ome abufe, and no fuch thing ? 

Laer. Know you the hand ? 

King. ’Tis Hamlets charadler. Naked! 

And in a poft-feript here.he fries alone. 

Can you devife me ? 

Laer. I am loft in it my Lord ; but let him come, 

« wartnes the very .ficknefle in my heart, 

1 hat I live, and tell him to his teeth. 

Thus didft thou. 







